to you . . . hold on.   1*11 connect you.   The line's not so good to-night,
I'm afraid."
Ludmilla's heart started to beat violently. She pressed the receiver
to her ear. Another voice broke into the crackling.
" This is Warsaw speaking. Warsaw. We are putting you through
now." Again a crackling and an abrupt voice snapped : " Berlin speaking.
We are connecting you.3' Immediately afterwards came the operator's
voice from Paris and then a hearty English voice with a marked Lancashire
accent said :
" Halloa . . . halloa. Is that Moscow ? O.K. Moscow, Manchester
wants you. You're through. Here, lad " . . . and then the crackling
started again. . . . Ludmilla clung to the receiver. " Yes, yes, it's Moscow
. . . it's me . . . it's Ludmilla speaking * . . Ludmilla. Oh, SASHA
. . . SASHINKE, is that really you ? "
The moment Sasha had received the cable announcing the birth of his
daughter he had tried to ring up his wife. Three times he had made the
long midnight journey to the Manchester G.P.O. hoping to get through
to the number Doctor Kravchenko had cabled him. And three times,
after hours of delay and restless hanging about, the line was out of order
or there was to be a delay of so long a duration that he couldn't wait because
of his work. This time was the fourth attempt. He had tried hard not to
hope so that he wouldn't have that flat feeling of exasperated disappoint-
ment to accompany him on his long walk back to Stretford in the Him hours
of the morning. And this time a miracle was happening. Here he was
doubled up inside a phone-box of the Manchester General Post Office
actually listening, through the honkings and cracklings, to the voice of his
wife, lying in a snug warm bed in the maternity ward of a Moscow hospital.
" Ludmilla, darling Ludmilla, is that you ? **
" Oh, Sasha, Sashinke, is that really you ? "
" Yes, of course it's me, I've been trying to get through to you for
a week. . . . How are you, Ludmilla ? "
" I'm grand.   So's baby.   I'm holding her now."
" O ! what's she like ?   Is she pretty ? "
"Well * . . perhaps not pretty ... not yet. Give her a chance.
Oh ! I've so much to say . . ." and Ludmilla couldn't think of anything
at all except " Oh ! How are you ? " Nor could Sasha, except to gasp,
"Oh, I'm fine. How are you?"
Then the operator said, " Your time is nearly up," and at that moment
Elizavetta Alexandrovna Vassilieva lifted her voice and began to wail
loudly.
From busy peaceful Moscow the wail travelled through Warsaw and
from Warsaw through Berlin and from Berlin through Paris and from Paris
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